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prehensive stare. When he spoke his suave voice had grown stern
with righteous indignation, his manner icy.
"I suppose you know that man is the most shameless quack in
the city? A notorious drunkard, renegade and impostor who's
been kicked out of all the medical societies and would be in jail
if he had his just deserts? What have you in common with a
vulture who preys on the 'depraved victims of vice and ignorance
which no reputable medical man would touch with gloves, who
himself doubtless reeks with the vile infections he pretends to
cure?"
His colour mounted with his rage as he strode about the room,
waving his arms and gesturing in a mighty effort to ease his mind.
If he was putting on a show for my benefit, as I concluded later
when I learned more about doctors, he gave a first-class perform-
ance.
After reducing his erring colleague to a smudge on the lustrous
surface of his profession, he turned to me. "Young man, I shall
have to take this matter before the faculty. They may permit
you to appear and explain, if you can, what seems to be a very
questionable association, but I must warn you in advance that
our duty to the entire student body outweighs any sentimental
feelings wre may have for die individual. Whatever the cost, the
fair name of this medical school must be protected against the
slightest taint of quackery."
He closed the register with an angry snap and marched stiffly
to the door, his face the colour of a plum. "I bid you good after-
noon, sir," he grudged, as I stepped outside*
I was so mad myself that I was in the street before thinking
of what I should have said in reply, not the least important item
being to demand the return of my ten dollars. And I was half-way
down town before discovering that I was going in the wrong direc-
tion. I could still see that waspish little dean's swollen veins and
quivering nostrils as he practically threw me out, all because I was
working for a man he hated.
This must be something more than pure hate, I decided.
Perhaps it was what Dr. Mofiett had in mind when he talked of
the bitter intolerance of rivalry when compounded of conceit^
jealously, anger, and fear. The only hatred I knew was personal
and vengeful, caused by real or fancied wrongs calling for some
kind of direct action. But this was something different, something
deeper and more spiteful as it boiled impotently over the hot